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Stand Up 


"Al, come on, wake up." 
Alec opened his eyes and blinked at David. "Hey there, hot stuff." 


"Alec, we're supposed to be on stage in an hour. Jon's about ready to kill you, and | don't think Teek and Richie 
are gonna stop him this time. You gotta get up." 


"Stage..on.Jon, what? Wait -" 

David swore under his breath and pulled Alec off the couch, dragging him into the shower and turning it on 
cold. He held Alec under it, trying to avoid getting himself wet. Alec coughed and sputtered and tried to fight 
David off, but there was too much whatever in his system to make him any kind of threat. 


"Where the FUCK is he?" 


"Shit" David let go of Alec, who stumbled back against the wall, and went out to catch Jon. 


"lim going to fucking kill him, David. Where the fuck is he?" 
"Jon, calm down." 
"Where is he?" 


Alec came stumbling out of the shower, dripping. Jon lunged at him before David could stop him, shoving Alec 
up against the wall. 


"Where the fuck have you been?" 

"Sleeping." 

"Sleeping? What the - for the love of God, Al, we're supposed to be on stage in fucking forty five minutes and 
you were sleeping? Go get dressed and get your goddamned hair and shit done and | swear to God if you make 


one mistake out there tonight | am going to kill you." 


He let go with a shove, Alec almost falling. He took a minute to collect himself, then walked out to get ready. 
Jon turned on David, fuming. 


"You can't keep covering for him." 
"Cut him some slack, Jon" 


"| guess | could do what you do - watch him kill himself, let him fuck up on stage and make us look like shit, 


but just forgive him ‘cause he gives me a place to put my dick" 
“That's not fair." 


"| don't give a shit." Jon turned and stormed out of the room. David collapsed on the couch, head in his hands. 
He needed to either turn off the part of him that knew Jon had a point or the part of him that loved Alec 
because he couldn't handle dealing with both anymore. He wanted Alec to stop with drugs and cut down on 
drinking and start caring more about performing, of course he did, but whenever he tried to talk to him about 
it they had a fight. And David was sick of fighting - fighting with Al, fighting with Jon, watching Jon and Alec 
fight, watching Alec and Tico fight, watching Alec and Richie fight. So he didn't bring it up anymore. 


"Davide" Tico crouched down in front of him. "We gotta go on in a few minutes. You ok?" David nodded. "Your 


eyeliner's smudged, kiddo." Tico reached up and wiped at it with his thumb. 
"Jon's gonna get rid of Alec." 


"Probably." 


"| don't - what do | do, Teek?" 

| want to say ‘don't boink your bandmate’, but it's a little late for that, isnt it?" 

"It's not just sex, Tico." 

"I know. | was trying to be funny. Failing, but trying. And my official advice is to stand up to Al about the 
drugs. He's not going to stop as long as you put up with it, because Jon cares about what you think. He'd've 
been gone or clean long ago if you'd just put your foot down" 


"| don't want to fight with him." 


"Then sit back and watch. Jesus David, an argument can't be worse than watching him destroy himself and try 


his damndest to take the band with him." 


David sniffled, and Tico's expression softened. "C'mon, we've gotta get on stage or Jon'll be after us instead of 


Alec." 


David curled up in bed, exhausted. He was tired from the show and from being social afterwards. His throat 
was sore from straining to cover the notes Alec wasn't bothering to sing, and he just wanted to sleep for 
about a year. He couldn't even bring himself to care where Alec was - he was either fighting with Jon or 


getting high, and to be honest David didn't care which. Both of the options kind of made him want to go back 


home, lock his doors, and pretend he'd never agreed to join Jon's band. 


The door opened and closed, the light flicked on and then off again, clothing rustled, and a warm body slid into 
bed next to him. Alec pressed against David, nibbling at his ear. 


'Mmm..hey babe." 
"Where've you been?" 


"Nowhere special" Getting high. ‘Just taking care of something’ was ‘begging Jon to not kick me out’. "I'm horny 
as Hell, Dave." 


"l'm tired, Al." 
"Aww" Alec's hand slid around his front to cup him through his shorts. "I could wake you up." 


"Alec, please. l'm exhausted." Alec didn't stop, massaging David and licking at his ear. His cock started to 
respond, growing into Alec's skilled hand. 


"Parts of you are awake." 


"Unnh.Al, stop." Alec propped himself up, not letting go of the ever-hardening erection in his hand, leaning over 
to kiss David hard. David didn't resist, just let Alec's tongue fuck his mouth, hips thrusting almost 


unconsciously into his hand. Alec slid his hand inside David's boxers, easing them down over his hips. 


He pressed himself against David, hard cock sliding between David's thighs. David groaned as it nudged his balls, 
Alec thrusting his hips like he was fucking him, pumping his cock harder. Alec went back to licking and nibbling 
David's ear, then moved to his neck, sucking and biting. David whimpered and thrust his hips harder, cock 
throbbing and dripping in Alec's hand. Alec was thrusting faster, groaning against David's neck. 


“Al..Al.more..gonna..Al, more.." David moaned, reaching down to close his fist over Alec's and force him to go 
faster. He could feel Alec's precome between his thighs as he slid back and forth, the nudge against David's 


balls on every forward stroke sending a shiver through him. 


"Gonna..ch, Al, gonna..unnnngh...Alec!" David stiffened and screamed as he came, spurting over their hands and 
his own chest. Alec groaned and bit down hard on David's shoulder as David's thighs tightened around his cock, 


wringing his own orgasm from him. 


David sighed and relaxed against Alec, whose hands were roaming lazily over his stomach. The afterglow faded, 


and David groaned. "| have to take a fucking shower now." 


He slid out of bed, stepping the rest of the way out of his boxers, and went to the bathroom. He sighed as he 
stepped under the spray, warm water massaging his tired muscles. He jumped when he turned to grab the 


soap and Alec was there. 


"Thought I'd help you get the hard-to-reach places." Alec said with a smirk, easing David against the wall and 
kissing him. 

David pushed him off. "I just want to wash up so | can sleep, All" 

"I know. I'll behave." David sighed and let Alec pull him back under the spray. Alec kissed him lazily and fumbled 
for the washcloth, smirking at David's gasp as he pushed the cloth between David's thighs and cleaned him off, 
dragging up to wipe off his cock, and up to his stomach. Alec turned off the shower and wrapped them both 
up in one of the big, fluffy towels David always packed. David let his head fall against Alec's shoulder as he 


was dried off, nearly falling asleep on his feet. 
"Love you, Davey." 


"I love you too, Alec" They curled up in the bed, David spooned against Alec as he settled into the deep sleep 
he needed so badly. 


David woke to an empty bed and a pounding on the door. He got up to answer, remembering halfway to the 
door he was naked. Wrapping himself in the towel Alec had dropped on the floor last night, he opened the door 
for Jon 

"Where's Alec?" 

"Dunno." 

"m not here to yell at him, if you're hiding him." 

"He's not here, and | don't know where he is. | just woke up. Thanks for the accusation, though." 


Jon rolled his eyes and pushed his way in. "Fine, Ill talk to you." 


David shut the door and rummaged in his bag, pulling out a pair of jeans and slipping them on, leaving the towel 
on the floor. He sat down on the bed next to Jon. 


"What do you want?" 
‘I'm worried about you." 
"I thought it was Alec you were worried about." 


I'm mad enough that l'm beyond worrying about him. The only reason I'd give two shits if he overdosed some 


night is ‘cause | know how much it'd hurt you." 

“That's awful." 

Is his own damn fault. But seriously, David, you look like shit. You always look tired, and you probably weigh 
less than | do right now. | know you say you're happy with Alec, but you don't look happy. Ever. You don't even 
look happy on stage any more. And l'm worried." 


"im fine, Jon" 


"You're not. But if you don't want to talk to me about it, fine. | know | piss you off when | yell at him, and | 
know you're not thrilled with me lately.” 


"You're too hard on him" 


‘lm not too - I'm not gonna argue that with you right now, David. | don't want to fight with you, | don't like 
fighting with you." 


‘| really am fine, Jon" 

"IF | kick Alec out, will you leave too?" 

David froze. "| - is that likely to happen?" 

"| don't know. | don't want it to, but Richie's calling for blood if he fucks up on stage one more time. And we 
both know he will. I'm not really looking forward to another pre-show Alec hunt, and we both know that'll 
happen again. He's even wearing on Tico's patience, and | don't think I've ever seen Tico get really pissed. If it 
weren't for you, he'd be gone by now." 


"If you're here asking me for permission to get rid of him - " 


"No, that's not it. But it's something | have to think about, and | want to know as many consequences as | can 


before | make any decisions." 


David flopped back onto the bed, staring at the ceiling. Jon rolled onto his side, looking down on him and toying 
with his hair. 


"What's he using?" 

"He drinks a lot. Heroin. | don't know if there's anything else." 

"Is he at least careful with that shit?" 

"| don't know, I'm never around him when he..you know." 

"Well, is he, like.. You're making sure he gets tested and shit, right?" 

"| guess | haven't really thought about it" 

"Jesus, David. You guys are wearing condoms, right?" 

"When we remember." 

"David, | - do me a favor and start remembering? And get yourself checked - I'll even help you find 
somewhere we can trust ‘em not to tell anyone. He should get checked too. | don't give a shit anymore if he 
kills himself with whatever substances he wants, but if you get sick." 


"Okay, mom." 


“Alright, fine. I'm done. Have fun with druggie the wonderfuck." Jon hopped off the bed and left in a huff. David 
rolled onto his side, curling up in a ball. Jon had a point - as usual - but he didn't want to think about it. He 


didn't want to think about Alec hurting himself and he didn't want to think about Jon kicking Alec out and he 
most definitely didn't want to think about the last thing Jon had brought up. 


He wanted to just stay curled up in his little ball and pretend the world didn't exist. He wanted Alec to come in 
- sober - and lie down with him and hold him and tell him how much he loved him. David could deal with high 
Alec who wouldn't listen to "no" and who blew off the band and acted like he didn't care about anything as long 
as he got some time with sober Alec. He loved sober Alec, he merely tolerated high Alec. 

He just couldn't get rid of high Alec, because sober Alec yelled at him when he tried. David didn't want to make 


sober Alec mad, because he loved sober Alec and didn't get to spend too much time with him. This whole 
dating an addict thing was harder than it might look. 


"David." 
Alec was hovering over him, smiling softly. David smiled back - that was a sober Alec smile. 
"Wouldn't you be more comfortable with a pillow?" 


"Maybe. Do | have to move?" Alec chuckled and grabbed a pillow, setting it under David's head. "Nope." He kissed 
David softly. 


"Jon was lookin’ for you." 

"lll go find him later. He say what he wanted?" 

David shook his head. 

"Ok. | can go find him now if you want to sleep." 

"No." 

"No?" 

"Stay for a while?" 

Alec smiled again and nodded. "But how about lying on the bed the normal way, not curling up at the end?" 


David scooted up to the head of the bed, relaxing against Alec's chest. He smiled as Alec's arms slid around 


him, holding him close. Sober Alec - totally worth all the shit he had to deal with the rest of the time. 


Although that was becoming less and less true. But David wasn't going to think about that now. 


"Where the FUCK is he?" 


David rushed around backstage, panicking. He was determined to find Alec before Jon did, but Jon was really 
pissed this time. Half an hour to the show, no bassist. 


He yelped as a hand grabbed his arm and yanked him into a room. 
"| figured if | showed him to Jon first I'd be an accessory to murder." 


Tico had grabbed him. Alec was lounging on the couch, eyes half-closed, lazy smile on his lips. David hurried 


over, kneeling on the floor next to him, slapping his face to wake him up. 
"Al, get up. Come on, Al, we've gotta get on stage." 


‘lm going to fucking KILL YOU! Jon came running in the room, yanking Alec off the couch by his shirt and 
shaking him. "You want to do this shit? Do it on your own goddamned time!" 


Tico wrapped an arm around David and pulled him off the floor. "C'mon, you don't want to watch this." 


He pulled David out into the hallway, closing the door behind them. David leaned against the wall, glancing down. 


His knee was bleeding. 
"I think you knelt on his syringe, kiddo. C'mon, we'll find you a band-aid." 


David shook his head. He could hear Jon shrieking through the door, but he couldn't make out the words. 
Anyone listening would have all doubts as to whether Jon could still hit the high notes put to rest. 


"This is it, isn't it, Teek?" 
Tico sighed. "I'm pretty sure this was the last straw, yeah." 


"| - shit" David sniffled, and Tico pulled him close. "I wanted - | wanted to help, Teek. But he yelled at me and | 


didn't want to wreck the time we had when he was sober ‘cause it was getting less and less, and..shit:" 
Its okay, Dave. Its gonna be okay." 


Richie rounded the corner, looking frantic. "There you are. Where the Hell are Jon and Alec? We're gonna get 


killed if we don't go out there. Is that Jon shrieking?" 


David nodded, sniffling. Richie knocked on the door. "Jon, kill him later. We've gotta get moving." 


David sat unmoving in the center of the bed, arms wrapped tightly around his knees, face streaked with tears, 
watching Alec pack. 


"Y - you don't have to leave tonight 

I'm not fucking staying to get shit on by that little control freak. And you didn't even fucking stick up for me." 
"I've been sticking up for your for months." 

"So why'd you stop?" 

| - it's not good for the band, Al.” 

"And that means more to you than | do." 

"No! | love you, you know | love you. | just - the band is one thing, you and me are another." 

Alec sighed and zipped his suitcase, crawling onto the bed next to David. "I know, babe. I'm just mad right now." 
‘If you'd sober up - " 

"Oh not this shit again." 

| haven't said anything about it for a long time." 

"I figured you dropped it for good." 

"You're killing yourself, Alec." 

"Oh, for the love of God. Its just a little fun, David" 

"Don't be stupid And don't think I'm stupid. It's not ‘just a little fun’ and it hasn't been for a long time. You're 
hurting yourself and you're hurting me and you're hurting the band and Jon was just the first one to get sick 
of it" 

"Are you the second? You gonna kick me out too? And how the Hell am | hurting you?" 

"When you're high you don't fucking listen to me. Do you have any idea how many times you've fucked me 


after | told you ‘no'? And how many times you've been too high to care how ready | was? And when was the 
last time you went to a doctor about..stuff?" 


"You don't mean it when you say no, if you did you'd stop me." 

"Now you sound like a crazy rapist." 

‘It's true. You always just let me go ahead. And are you seriously asking me about AIDS?" 
"Yog" 

"I got checked before we left for the tour." 

"How many times have you shot up since then?" 

For the love of God, David, | didn't give you a disease." 

"Neither one of us knows that for sure." 


"Oh for the love of.listen to you! You're pulling shit out of thin air to make me sound like some kind of evil 


fucking villain" 

"Stop using drugs or stop talking to me, Alec." 
"You're not serious." 

"| am." 


Alec had gotten off the bed and was pacing around the room. David stayed curled in his little ball, wringing his 
hands where they met around his knees. 


"David - " 


"No. Don't. I'm not going to deal with it anymore. | love you, | love you a lot, but | can't stand the fucking drugs, 
and if you don't stop, l'm done.” 


"Fine, David. Fucking fine, if that's what you fucking want." 
Alec grabbed his bag and stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind him. 


David stared after him, stunned. He hadn't expected himself to say anything. He hadn't expected Alec to take it 
so hard. At the very least, he'd expected an empty promise to stop, and a last night together. 


He had no idea how long he just sat on the bed before there was a knock at the door. Jon stood there, holding 


a couple of cans. 


"I saw Alec leave. Figured you could use a drink. Can | come in?" 
David nodded and stepped aside, following Jon to the bed and lying down. 


"So what happened?" Jon sat next to him, opening one of the beers and taking a swig. He held one out to David, 
who just shook his head. 


"He got mad at me for not standing up for him after the show when you fired him. Then | told him he had to 
pick between the drugs and me, and he picked" 


"lm sorry.” 
"No you're not." 


am. Not sorry he's gone, because he was bad for us and worse for you, I'm sorry you're gonna hurt for a 
"I am. Not sorry he's gone, b h bad f d for you, l y you're gonna hurt f 


while." 

"He's really gone." 

"Yeah, Dave." 

"| wanted to help him." 

"| know." Jon set his beer aside and stretched out next to David. "You ok?" 
‘I'm - yeah. Maybe. | don't know. I'll tell you tomorrow." 

‘I'm here if you need me, Dave." 

"| know." 


Jon sighed and stood up. "I'm gonna go get some sleep. Feel free to come wake me up if you need me, okay?" 


David nodded, listening to Jon's footsteps and the door opening and closing. 
He rolled over on his side, pulling a pillow close. He was scared of how he'd feel when he woke up in the 
morning, when it hit him that he might very well never see Alec again. He wanted to be proud of himself for 


putting his foot down, but the best he could muster was a vaguely sick feeling. 


He rolled onto his stomach, wincing as he put pressure on his cut knee. That was Alec's fault. Lots of things 


were Alec's fault. 


David turned off the light, falling asleep alone for the first time in years. 


